MONSIEUR BERGERET IN PARIS   35

dresses, but the elder sister had to go short because
Ktde Lucien needed tunics. It couldn't be helped."

They passed into a narrow room, more like a
passage.

"This was Father's study," said Zoe.

c< Hasn't it been cut in two by a partition ? I
thought it was much larger than this/*

<c No, it was always the same as it is now. His
writing-desk was there, and above it hung the
portrait of Monsieur Victor Leclerc. Why haven't
you kept that engraving, Lucien ?"

" What! do you mean to say that this narrow
room held his motley crowd of books and contained
whole nations of poets, orators and historians?
When I was a child 1 used to listen to the silent
eloquence that filled my ears with a buzz of glory.
No doubt the presence of such an assembly pressed
back the walls. I certainly remember it as a
spacious room."

<clt was very overcrowded. He would never
let us tidy anything in his study."

<c So it was here that our father used to work,
seated in his old red arm-chair with his cat Zobeide
on a cushion at his feet. Here it was that he used
to look at us with the same slow smile that he never
lost all through his illness, even up to the very last.
I saw him smile gently at death itself, as he had
smiled at life,"